THE GOAT

me, though goodness knows I hadn't said it: 'But
when one man dies for the people, he has to be some-
how Divine, and he must surely choose it. Not a poor
frightened rabbit!'

I said: 'We can't afford to give up the Good.
They're food, their minds are eaten like bread by
those who love them. Why take them of all people?
And it doesn't make any difference whether the one
man chooses or not: it's the people, not him, that it
all matters to!'

She looked again, and said: 'But they're not being
saved!'

I said: 'Not these ones. After all, we're mostly
Haves; we're supposed to be able to save ourselves.
It's the ones who'll see it at the docks who may be
saved: the ones who die by factory accidents, and
shunting engines, and over-loaded ships - or simply
through not getting quite enough to eat or quite
enough room to live. It's not much to give them -
one man among so many! Do you realize, by the way,
that it's just a hundred and three years since the
Reform Bill? And as to us: you're all soft, aren't you?
Like people used to be.'

She said, violently: 'I have never let myself lose
Love! - whatever else I lost.'

I wondered what the Bother things were that she
had lost, and I began to try and explain the idea of
hardness: of accepting the world as it is, not so as to
stop trying to alter it, but so as not to break oneself
and one's own usefulness as a tool in doing so: not to
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